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NOVEL DEPARTMENT. 
THE LEGENDS OF LAMPIDOSA. 


BY A FEMALE ANCHORET.’ 
( Continued from page 193._) 

Thorsen returned well-satisfied to his home, but 
the stranger was gone, and no one in the hamlet 
knéw the time or way of his departure. Though 
a little Lutheran theology was all that education 
had given the pastor, he had received trom Nature 
an acute judgment and a bountiful heart. Wheth- 
er the deep mystery in which his guest had chosen 
to wrap himself could be connected with that which 
involved his ward, was a point beyond his investi- 

tion; but he contented himself with knowing 

ow niuch the blind boy deserved his pity. To be 
easy and useful was this good man’s constant aim, 
and he always found both purposes united. 

The long, long winter and brief summer of Nor- 
way passed away without event. Adolphus, as 
the blind boy called himself, though he soon learn- 
ed the Norwegian language, could give only con- 
fused and vague accounts of his early years, or 
his journey to Dolstein. But his docility, his 
sprightliness, and lovely countenance, won even 
the old fisherman’s heart, and increased Claribell’s 
pity to fondness. Under Hans Hofland’s roof, 
there was also a woman who owed her bread to 
Claribell’s bounty. She was the widow of a no- 
bleman whose mansion and numerous household 
had suddenly sunk into the abyss now covered 
with the lake of Frederic-stadt. From that hour 
she had never been seen to smile : and the intense 
severity of a climate in which she was’a stranger, 
added to the force of an overwhelming misfortune, 
had ‘reduced her mind and-body to utter imbecil- 
ity. But Clavibell, who had been chosen to at- 
tend her during the few months which elapsed 
between her arrival in Norway and her disas- 
trous widowhood, could never be persuaded to for- 
sake her when the rapacious heir, affecting to 
know no proofs of her marriage, dismissed her to 
desolation and famine. The Lady Johanna, as 
her faithful servant still called her, had now re- 
sided ten years in Hans Hofland’s cabin, nursed 
by his daughter with the tenderest respect, and 
soothed in all her caprices. Adolphus sat by her 
side, singing ents of Swedish songs, which 
she always repaid by allowing him to share her 
sheltered corner of the hearth; and he, ever ready 
to love the hand that cherished him, lamented only 
because he could not know the face of his second 
foster-mother. 

On the anniversary of that brilliant night which 
brought the stranger to Dolstein, all Hofland’s hap- 
py family asse round his door. Hans him- 
self, ever gay and busy, played a rade accompan- 
iment on his ancient violin, while Adolphus timed 
his song to the slow motion of the Lady Johanna’s 
chair, as it rocked her into slumber. Claribell sat 
at her feet, preparing for her pillow the soft rich 
fur of the brown forest-cat brought by Brande, her 
betrothed husband, whose return had caused this 
jubilee. While Hans and bis son-in-law were ex- 
changing cups of mead, the pastor Thorsen, was 
seen advancing with the stranger. ‘It is he!’ 
exclaimed € » springing from her kinsman’s 
side with a shriek of yoy. Adolphus clung to his 
benefactor’s embrace, Hans loaded him with wel- 
comes, and even the lady looked round with a 
faint smile. Chey seated their guests. amon 
them, while the blind boy sorrowfully asked if 
intended to remove him. 
phus,’ replied the traveller, ‘ you shall give to 











‘One year more, Adol- 


BORN TO NO MASTER, OF NO SECT ARE WE.” 








these hospitable friends, if they will eudure the 
burthen for your sake.” ‘ He is so beautiful !’ said 
old Hans.— Ah, - father !’ added Claribell, ‘he 
must be beautiful always, he is so kind !* The 
traveller looked earnestly at Claribell, and saw 
the loveliness of a kind heart in her eyes. His 
voice faJtered as he replied,‘ My boy must still 
be your guest, for a soldier has no home; but I 
have found his small purse untouched—let me add 
another, and make me more your debtor by accept- 
ing of it.” Adolphus laid the purse in Claribell’s 
lap, and his benefactor, rising hastily, announced 
his intention to depart immediately, if a guide 
could be procured. ‘My kinsman shall accom- 
pany you,’ said the fisherman ; ‘he knows every 
crag from Ardatitér fo Dofrefield.’ Brande ad- 
vanced, slinging his musquet behind his shoulder, 
as a token of his readiness. ‘ Not to-night!’ said 
Claribell ; ‘ a snowfall has swelled the flood, and 
the wicker bridge has failed. ‘Thorsen and Hans 
ae the tedious length of the mountain-road, 
and the distance of any stage-house. Brande alone 
was silent. He had thought of Claribell’s long 
delay in fulfilling their marriage-contract, and his 
eye measured the stranger’s graceful figure with 
suspicious envy. But he tiared not meet his 
lance, and no one saw the stile which shrivelled 
is lips when his offered guidance was accepted. 
‘He is bold and faithful,’ said the pastor, as the 
stranger pressed his hand, and bade him farewell 
with an expressive smile. Brande shrunk from 
the pastor’s blessing and departed in silence. 

All were sleeping: in Hofland’s hut when he re- 
turned, pale and almost gasping. ‘So soon from 
Ardanger ?’ said ribell; ‘your journey has 
speeded well.’ ¢ is safe,’ returned the lover, 
and sat down gloomy on the hearth. Only a few 
embers remained, which cast a doubttul light on 
his countenance. ‘ Claribell!’ he exclaimed after 
a long pause, ‘will you be my wife tomorrow ?’ 
‘Tam the Lady Johanna’s servant while she lives,’ 
answered Claribell—‘ and the poor blind boy! 
what ‘will become of them if I leave my father ?? 
‘ They shall remain with us, and we will form one 
family—we are no longer poor—the traveller gave 
me this gold, and bade me keep it as your dowry.’ 
Claribell cast her eye on the heap of rubles, and 
on her lover’s face—* Brande, you have murdered 
him!’ With these half articulate words, she fell 
prostrate on the earth, from which he dared not 
approach to raise her. But presently gathering 
the gold, her kinsman placed it at her feet— Clar- 
ibell it is yours! it is his free gift, and Lam in- 
nocent.’ ‘ Follow me, then!’ said she, putting 
the treasure in her bosom; and quitting her fa- 
ther’s dwelling, she led the way to Thorsen’s. 
He was awake, reading by a summer moon-light. 
‘Sir,’ said Claribell,in a-firm and calm tone, 
‘ your friend deposited this gold.in my kinsman’s 
hands—keep it in trust for Adolphus in your own.’ 
Brande, surprised, dismayed, yet rescued from 
immediate danger, acquiesced with downcast eyes ; 
and the pastor, struck only with respectful admi- 
ration, received the deposit. 
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MONITORIAL. 


THE UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE. 
Alike the busy and the FY, 
But flutter through life’s little day, 
In Fortune’s varying colours drest : 
Brush’d by the band of rough Misclmnce, 
Or, chill’d by Age, their airy dance 
They leave, im dust to rest, Gnrar. 
The shortness of time, and the instability 





man affairs, form an inexhaustible fund from whence 
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the moralist and the divine will ever draw cogent 
reasons for the exercise of virtue, and submission 
to Providence ; yet, if we were to make an esti- 
mate by the conduct of people, we should almest 
doubt whether these things were not matter of 
speculation, ivstead of fact. Whatanxiety do we 
see among mankind to provide for their existence 
on earth! Not content with what is sufficient to 
satisfy the demands of nature or moderation, the 
more Providence is pleased to bestow, the greater 
is often their craving after the perishable commo- 
dities of this werld. Avaritio had been what is 
called an industrious man, whose only study wes 
the accurvilation of wealth. By an unwearied |: - 
bour of forty years, he was enabled to realize the 
sum of thirty thousand pounds, with which he re- 
solved to spend the remaining years of his life in 
ease and happiness. How soon isthe Babel «i 
human bliss demolished ! Scarcely were his affs: s 
arranged ,.and himself retired trom business, when 
death, that unwelcome messenger, summoned him 
to another place, for which it would have been well 
had he so amply provided. Poor man! where now 
are thy riches r Descended to a prodigal son.— 
He, too, liad been long forming speculations of 
happiness in the riches he should one day inheri'. 
Lorenzo shed a tear at his father’s funeral ; but it 
was the tear of custom—not of affection. Wretch- 
ed mortal! he could not discern the ills that we e 
instore. One direful night of gaming deprived 
him of all his treasure; and ini a fit of desponden- 
cy he terminated his existence. 
TO BE CONTINUED. 











MISCELLANY. 





FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGATINE. 


THE CONTRIBUTOR.....Vo. XI. 


To mend the world’s a vast design. Grers 


Anppison in his day, if we mistake not, was often utter- 
ing complaints because his correspondents were so nu- 
merous and so troublesome, and with a dash of his pen, 
would consign whole volumes, comparatively, where per- 
haps they ought to be—to the flames! But, alack ! for this 
degenerate age and paucity of matter! My intentions and 
plan have now been a month before the public, and in all 
that time I have been favoured with only three epistles ; 
all of which, without further ceremony, shall be laid be- 
fore—my readers / 

Mr. Contributor, 


In taking up, accidentally, the other day, the Boston 
Weekly Magazine, I was astonished at the impudence 
displayed in one of your numbers—in supposing that you 
have readers, and ‘that any. goad’ could come out of you 
writings. Why, Sir, now-a-days if a writer would com. 
mand attention and expect reform, he must afiect myste- 
ry and display learning. Your title may be well enough, 
but its meaning is understood by every one. Your mot- 
tos, perhaps, are judiciously selected, but they are never 
either Latin or Greek! Now, Sir, if you would obtain 
celebrity, take my advice :—Change your simple and un- 
affected title for that of some ana or ologist / and instead 
of mottos and quotations from English poetry, which all 
can read and understand, decorate your essays with se 
lected sentences from the dead languages. 

* Discite Justitiam moniti.’ 
which I have translated that you may understand its mean- 
ing :-——* Attend and do justice.’ If you adopt this plan, | 
have no doubt, but that you would have as.many reader? 
and do as much good, as any of your predecessors. 





Quod vi Platonis musa personat verum, 
Quod quisque discit, immemor recordatur', 


1 am, Dear Sir, yours with the profoundest respect, 
(—Vihil est quod credere de se 
Non possit—_) 

To The Contributor. 


Sin—I take the liBerty to address you on a subject, 
which yot, perhaps, as little understand as myself; but 
I know of no other source by which to obtain that infor- 
mation which, to my fancy, is very interesting. Now, 
Sir, to let you into a secret, which never before have I 
trusted out of my bosom; yon must know I wish to be 
thought a young lady of accomplishments and learning, 
not because it is fashionable, but that I wish it might be 
so. For this purpose, you must know, Sir, I have pos- 
sessed myself of all the airy graces, from the tripping of 
the ‘light fantastic toe,’ up to a smattering of La Lan- 
guage Francois, without forgetting the piano or the gui- 
tar; and in addition to all this, I attended the lec- 
tures on Botany, recently given in this town, and I as- 
sure you I can talk volubly of species, genera, stamens, 
calyx, &c: &c, The information | would acquire of you 
is this: The other evening in a brilliant company, I found 
myself quite at home among the //ve-stockings, till in one 
corner I heard a profound disputation about the systems 
of a Werner and a Hauy. Here I was obliged to sita 
dumb listener to words I could not understand—nor pro- 
nounce if I could. But among this chaos I was able to 
distinguish mineralogy, geogosony, primitive forms, inter- 
rant particles, truncation, external characters and integrant 
molecules, Do, Mr. Contributor, ascertain for me, for 1 
suppose you do not know, if this is to bea fashionable 
study for the ladies; say, as much so as botany, and you 
will confer a great obligation on 


Peter PepaNrt. 


Lucinpa SMATTERER. 


Yes, Muss Lucinda, I hope so; besides many other 
sciences, the acquirement of which will not be so diffi- 
cult, and more necessary, than that of mineralogy—par- 
ticularly the science of domestic dutics /! Do you under- 
stand it? 

Mr. Contributor, 


It is a true remark, which I have seen somewhere, that 
«the world is full of complaint and repining, but that 
few, if any, attempt to remedy the evils which give rise 
to them,’ I am sorry to add to the number of those, who 
have been termed ‘ grumblers ; but as mine is a real evil, 
and one which might and may be remedied, I shall make 
bold to trouble you with it, and ask you to offer such re- 
marks as the case may seem to demand. Iam a young 
man, Sit, of four and twenty; my age and situation in 
life are such as to induce me to think seriously of the 
married state. Iam aware that you duly estimate the 
importance of this undertaking; and believe that much 
of the after-happiness of life depends upon it. It ought, 
therefore, to be a subject of mature deliberation and cir- 
cumspection; our best judgment should be exercised in 
making this important choice. Intercourse with females, 
and friendship and intimacy with many of them, is neces- 
sary, in order to suit our particular disposition and cir- 
cumstances in life. But here the difficulty arises. No 
sooncr do we pay more than common civ lities to a lady, 
than it is reported forthwith—# will certainly be a match ! 
No sooner do we visit the house on terms of intimacy, 
than some friendly babbler will have it—they are engag- 
ed! Andif a walk in the Mall, or a visit at a place of 
public amusement, should be found more grateful than a 
chat at home, then—you are to be marvied immediately / 
I need not dwell, Mr. Contributor, on the effect of such 
reports; how disagreeable and injurious they may prove 
to females ; nor what a bar it is to that intercoucse, which 
alone can give both parties a fair opportunity to ascertain 
the disposition views and feelings cf cach other, which are 

so necessary to be known, that happiness may be the re- 
sult of union. In endeavouring to find’ myself a compan. 
ion, I have repeatedly been subjected to ‘this evil; card 
it is this alone which has prevented me from being joined 
cre this, in th® bands of wedlock, for I have no nection of 
being : epe ‘ed? into a match ; and as it is disagreeable to 
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be reported at all, I make but slow progress, and may die 


an—Old Bachelor! I wish you would endeavour to put 
this matter to rights; for, with a tolerable.person and 
decent prospects, I might then hope to be united to some 
worthy temale. 
With due respect, yours, Caantes Canervt. 

At no distant day, proper attention will he given to 
this serious and alarming complaint, which according to 
‘ Mr. Careful,’ is like to inerease, and which we ardently 
wish to see diminished—the number of old maids, maids of 
honor, and old bachelors. 


—— +e 
FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


SKETCH FROM LIFE. 

Wnuorven attentively examines the present state of so- 
cicty, will be compelled to ackndwledge, that the changes 
effected in it are not always improvements, and the in- 
crease of learning does not always add to the stock of in- 
telligence. And yet, to a carcless observer, the empty 
parade and unblushing confidence of modern empiricism, 
in morals, politics and religion, excite the admiration, and 
receive the homage, due only to those unassuming and 
retiring qualities, which ae the characteristics of real 
worth and excellence. Pedantry and folly, armed with 
insensibility, are ihe certain precursors to that indefinite 
kind of favour, which mankind are ever willing to allow 
to the caterers of their pleasure and amusement. How- 
ever, exceptions may occasionally be made in favour of 
high-minded indiv duals, who look upon this mental 
thraldom with abhorrence; avery large proportiun of 
species find their account in this precarious tenor of in- 
terested favour. Thousands, who would tremble at the 
idea of bartering their consciences for gold, make daily 
sacrifices of manly and honourable feelings to the smiles 
of a pampered minion, and demonstrate, by the loss of 
every generous sentiment, that there is but a step be- 
tween first concessions and eventual ruin. The price of 
dishonor, however disguised, wha‘ever shape it may as- 
sume, is but a paltry equivalent for integrity ; and wheth- 
er gratifying to cupidity or flattering to pride, its intrin. 
sic deformity remains unvaried. ‘ 

However painful it may be to lwman pride, to strip off 
the disguises that envelope socicty in its social relations ; 


however mortifying the exposure of the corrupt and venal | 


motives that direct individual actions ;—bhe who dares 
not contemplate them, is himsclf fast verging towa.a that 
oblivious vortex, where even ‘ the compunctious visitings 
of conscience’ are buried with lost reputation. It is a 
death-like incubus, that arrests the best resolutions, and 
palsies the power of action. There is little hazard in 
saying, ‘ the common definition of man is false; he is not 
a reasoning animal. ‘The best you can predicate of him 
is, that he is un aninral capable of reason, and this too we 
take upon oid tradition.’ He is a being of passion and 
caprice. How seldom dees he walk erect in the con 
sciousness of integrity, and feel himself impervious to the 
insidious wilcs that assail him! The supplicating beggar, 
who deman's the scanty pittance which his necessities 
require, bends not with lialf the facility that marks the 
obsequiousncss of the courteous parasiic, who lives upon 
the smiles of his patron, and assumes a servile livery for 
the privilege of flourishing in the great man’s train, 
Froni observation, we ave almost tenpted to believe, that 
refinement of life is little else than a modification of du- 
plicity, or, at least, that thore is a coctaneous principle 
which diminishes its value to a more nominal existence, 
Happily, this indiscriminate reproach is removed by the 
redeeming livcs of those, who being anomalies among 
mankind, *hoid the patcnt of their honours immediately 
from Almighty oc.’ 

It is a debasing avqwal,which js frequently made, «that 
ia our intercourse wiih mankiead, deception is absolutely 
necessary.” ut such ucknowledgement argues a deceri- 
oration of moral) principie; a detvermint on to’act ona 
systematic scheme of overreaching. And who can have 
faith in the premises, or cv :idcnee in the friendéhip of 
hien, who unbtsshing!: avows this vicicus principle2— 





- toour hearts. 






‘Let no such man be trusted’ Although society may 
not reject such man, al the laws of his country 


may not reach him in his i lar conduct, the all-seeing 
eye of God is upon bim, and justice will, sooner or later, 
be executed. X. Z. 


———8 + a 


TRANSLATED FROM TUE FRENCH, FOR THE BOSTON WEEELY 
MAGAZINE, 


f GAS LIGHT. 

A memorrat on this subject was read a few montls 
since at the Royal Academy of Sciences, in Paris, and 
excited general interest. The author, M. Pelletan, 
member of several academies, declared he had discovered 
the cause that gives hydrogen gas the property of burn- 
ing with a white and brilliant flame; and consequently 
found the neans of giving it this quality at will; for such 
is the influence of the scientific part of the arts over the 
practical, that the discovery of one principle advances 
knowledge more rapidly than twenty years of essays di- 
rected at hazard. ; 

Gas extracted from coal, contains fortuitously all that 
is requisite to burn with a luminous flame. But to ob- 
tain this gas it is necessary to employ great apparatus, to 
act upon considerable masses, with the uncertainty of 
being able to defray the expenses by the sale of the dis- 
tilled coal; the demand Yor which may cease, atd the 
price fall. 

Hydrogen gas burns with a blue flame, but without 
light ; a thousand very economical sources furnish it in 
this state. Asmall quantity of water decomposed produces 
enormous volumes of it; all that is then necessary, is to 
cause it to dissolve a little oil, and light is produced. 
Thus water, this element of our fathers, all the advan- 
tages of which they were far from knowing, car not only 
warm in a state of vapour every part of a vast edifice 
without any danger of conflagratign, but can also illumine 
all its windings, when the industrious chymist has sep- 
arated the elements of the fluid. 


It is thus that the art of lighting with gas, essayed in 
France, applied in England, returns to its native country 
to take a new existence; for the English are as yct only 
acquainted with the art of lighting with the gas glrawn 
from coal. But M. Pelletan has announced to us the art 
of lighting with hydrogen, whatcver may be its source. 


——a + a 


FXTRACT OF A LETTER, 

From a young Lady in correspondence with a Friend. 

Iuave just finished reading Zimmerman on Solitude, 
I think it the most sublime work I ever read; 1 could 
hardly refrain from smiling while comparing the senti- 
ments it contained, with those I had once formed from 
the name only of the book. I well remember when first 
asked if I had read it, of exclaiming no! nor do I wish 
to, for I am no friend to solitude, thinking for a moment, 
that the word solitude necessarily implied a total retreat 
from society, which led me to join with the poet—the 
who a hermit’s life resolves to dwell, and bid to social 
life a long farewell, is in:pious.” But be assured I was 
agreeably disappointed on reading it. In that. asin eve- 
ry thing else there is hanpily a inediam, which he has 
endeavonred to point out, and whith if we observe, we 
shali then surely subscribe to the infuence which soli- 
tude has on the mind and heart if rightly improved. 
Does not our own experience and observation teach us, 
that a continued round of picasure and dissipation cannot 
give us the happiness affoided by the sclitude he recom. 
mends; ncither can a total seclusion fiom sodicty be th:t 
kind of solitude he would enjoin upon us, as it is only an 
occasional retreat from society, to indulge in the more 
refined enjoyment of refiection and meditation, on those 
subjccts which arc most worthy our attention and deare:t 
How much move lasting bencfit do we de- 
rive, either from society or books, from a thorough 
wvestigation of the one, or the contents of the other, 
which ea ‘never be ‘one with so much acvaitage, 
as in that'sublime solitude or tetreat, which he would re. 


| commend. *Oh, sacred solitude, divine retreat.’ Bat f 









entering into a discussion of the nature and advantages 
of solitude—quite incompetent do I feel to the task. 
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EXTRACT. 


Tut south-west is the pleasantest wind which blows in 
New-England. In the month of October, in particular, 
after the frosts, which commonly take place at the end 
of September, it frequently produces two or three weeks 
of fair weather, in which the air is perfectly transparent, 
and the clouds which float in a sky of the purest azure, 
are adorned with brilliant colours. If at this season a 
man of an affectionate heart and ardent imagination 
should visit the tombs of his friends, the south-western 
breezes, as they breathe through the glowing trees, 
would seem to him almost to articulate. Though he 
might not be so rapt in enthusiasm, as to fancy that the 
spirits of his ancestors were whispering in his ear, yet he 
would at least imagine that he heard the still small voice 
of conscience. his charming season is called the In- 
dian Summer, a name which is derived from the natives, 
who believe that it is caused by a wind, which comes 
immediately from the court of their great and benevolent 
Cautantowwit, who is superior to all other beings, who 
sends them every blessing which they enjoy, and to 
whom their souls go after their decease. 


——. + 


FROM THE VERMONT INTELLIGENCER. 


Mister printer i wants to let foax No as how i lives 
down here in Gilsun and no a nation deal about roots and 
yarbs as much 2s other root doctors. i cuers the tizic, 
rumatiz consumpshur burns jaunders corns wurms can- 
kers and can makecanker powders rite doun good. tother 
day i told-the foax by the smell that i nead the canker 
was ragin in the toun back, which proved trew, for a child 
died that very dey. i can tel what noises and sines are 
token of deth ia the fumely. ino when to coam the head 
to make the mcmry good—when gals are born under 
lucky plannets, and which way to look, when you see 
the neu moon—when turn ups and such sorts of garden 
sauce ought to be given to gals—what to do with pee 
pods that hav 9 pees in them—what gals ought to think 
when they find a fore leaffed clovur—i tells forting and 
dremes, and no when to blo against the hand i cuer all 
kind of fits and no how to stop bleedin with wullen yarn, 
& can make butter cum, do what they will to stop it—i 
woes what varter thare is in hors shews and black ram’s 
horns—1.w ! ; 

Tother day now 2 man from the new state come 2 up 
and too down arter me to his child sick with fits and ive 
no dout but it woud hag liva if we coud hav got enny of 
the marro of a bleck ram’s horn, or a lamper eal’s back 


bone. 


Thare is meny doctors in large touns that dont no enny 
raore bout roots & yairbs than ido. Theswetten doctor 
he lives close to me and ive larnt alk. he noes and every 
body calls him a killful man—and i wake the essence 
of not grass as well as that are doctor that lives away up 
the river. 

i makes a graté deel of heelin sarve, and coolin int- 
ment, and ollers i minds the sines when I coli¢ct yairbs 
to make intment nice. Menay greate doctors protend to 
have grate secrets bout intments but i noes them all, and 
make all the kinds that tha do. With my yairbs i can 
make intments coolin, backenin, softenin, healin, cleansin 
limberin, casing, moistenin, quictin scatteria  bracin 
strenghenin and all that! My best kind of intment has 
just80 kinds of yairbs in it. 


and tlie consumpshun docter that took him thre years 
hard studdey to get to cat-Nip, and sot up a nights—ive 
found out every yairb he uses. andi Dont sce why foax 
wont send for me $00 miles as well as arter him. i jress’ 
howe if tha shood tha’d find whare bouts i Lives. i Héerd 


thare was a man come from the ¢csi a geate ways to sea 
the consumpshun docter and when he got most whare he 
was he want thare and nobedy nocd thare uever was such 





must conclude’this part of my letter; I had no idea of 
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ness as the steem of pigen fetlers, 


i wants foax should be vary peticeler whare i lieves 


and quire for 
Tabitha Twnanaceta Thistleitica Thoroughwort. 


—a +o 


ANECDOTE OF A VENTRILOQUIST. 


Monsirve de Miravin, a young gentleman of Paris, 
possessed, in addition to a great deal of wit and vivacity, 
On his father’s 
death, finding himself possessed of little more than the 
advantages of a polite education, he resolved to make this 


the athazing faculties of a ventriloquist. 


talent subservient to some purpose of utility. He ac- 


cordingly by assuming a garb of piety and reserve, intro- 
duced himself into the family of a rich citizen, who had 
an only daughter, the heiress of an immense fortune. 
One day as they were conversing on religiqus subjects, 


the citizen heard a voice solemnly whispering in his ear, 
‘If thou dost not give thy daughter in marriage to this 
godly young man, within three years thou shalt die.’ 


The old man started with horror, and casting his eyes on 
Mons. de Miravin, saw that his lips were unmoved, and 


that his countenance expressed nothing but amazement. 
The mother of the young lady who was present, strongly 
recommended an immediate conclusion of the match, 
that her husband might escape his impending fate. He, 
more suspicious, adjourned to the church of Votre Dame, 
there by prayer to seek for comfort and information. He 
had not been many minutes on his knees, when he heard 
from behind the altar, the word ‘obey’ repeated thrice in the 
same solemn accent as the former warning. He returned 
home, and the next day made Mons. de Miravin his son- 
in-law, and one of the richest men in Paris. 


a 


ANECDOTE OF AN ANCIENT WARRIOR. 


Srwarp, the great Duke of Northumberland, rendered 
himself famous in the eleventh century, by totally defeat- 
ing that tyrant Macbeth, and restoring King Malcolm 
to the throne of Scotland. Of this valiant nobleman two 
singular circumstances are related, which display his 
high sense of honour, and his martial disposition, When 
intelligence was brought to him that his son Osberne 
was slain.in this glorious action, he was at first inconsol- 
able; till he heard that the wound was received in the 
breast, and that he behaved with the greatest gallantry. 
When he found his own death approaching, he ordered 
his servants to clothe him in a complete suit of armour ; 
and sitting erect on his couch, with pis spear in his hand, 
he declared, that, in that posture, the only one worthy of 
a Warrior, he would patiently await the fatal moment, 
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THE SEA SERPENT. 

Tars phenomenon, the innocent cause of so much cre- 
dulity and incredulity—of shrewd sayings and silly jokes 
—of idle talk and much genuine hard work, has probably 
disappeared forever, from these parts at least. ‘The 
latest information received concerning him was his ap- 
pearance at Cape Ann, on the 7th inst. 

We have the consolation to think, that every exertion 
has been made for his capture, consistent with the per- 
soual safety of those who ventured themselves in the pur- 
suit, the danger of which deserves no little consideration, 
when we refleet on the immense power an animal of this 
conformation must possess. Hut we have the less reason 
to regret his having dcfeated all the attempts of ow sea. 
faring bréthren to get him into their toils, when we are 
assured that the majestic personage has not departed 
without leaving his tikeness behind him. ‘The public 
have been already informed of the persevering exertions 
of Ca'gi. Beach, to give them a correct delineation of the 
‘mighiy monstcr.? Tat gentleman hus had the most 
favourable opportunities for eflecting this purpose. 
drawings of the Sitzke as he appeared af Various timc. at 


liis 


i dont protend that i eyer was mong the ingins or 
jarmens but i no sumthin thats as good for furnail week- 
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Gloucester harbor, have been put into the hands of Mr. 
Penniman, who has lately visited Cape Ann, for the pur- 
pose of obtaining on the spot a scientific representation 
ot Gloucester and the surrounding scenery. We are 
now informed by these gentlemen, that their representa 
tion of that town, together with a correct picture of tle 
Sea Snake, as he appeared sporting in the harbor, is 
nearly ready for public exhibition. The painting is exe- 
cuted on a canvass 24 feet by 11. Besides the like- 
néss of the monster, it comprises a very beautiful, as well 
as correct, delineation of the town of Gloucester, its two 
Churches, its Fort, with a Windmill on an eminence in 
front of the town, including a distant view of the sur- 
rounding country. The whole, as a Landscape and Sea 
Peace combined, presents a highly picturesque and 
beautiful scene, independent of the wonderful novelty in 
the front of the painting, who is represented in his pecu- 
liar manner of loco-motion—his head raised from the sur- 
face of the water at a considerable height, with his mouth 
extended, and the external scaly appearance of his body ; 
all which are delineated by the artist with a fidelity and 
precision, fully suffrcient to give the spectator a satisfac- 
tory idea of the Serpent’s general appearance. Boats are 
shewn in various parts of the piece filled with the adven- 
turers who are in pursuit of the Snake ; these objects, to- 
gether with spectators on the shore and ships in the offing, 
give great animation and beauty to the scene. The 
whole picture has, in truth, an appearance so pleasingly 
romantic, as to make it appear rather a creation of the 
ingenious painter’s fancy than what it really is—.? Cor- 
rect Copy from Nature. In evidence of this last fact, 
Capt. Beach has in his possession a number of certificates, 
signed by some of the most respectable citizens of Glouc- 
ester and Boston, and vouching for the fidelity of his des- 
cription of the Snaké. The public may, of course, safely 
gratify their curiosity, and rely upon the faithfulness of 
Messrs. Penniman and Beach’s portrait of the wonderful 
stranger, to procure which, they have been at a degree of 
trouble and expense, that we have no doubt will be am- 
ply rewarded by the curiosity and liberality of the public, 





Intelligence has been received at Lisbon from Rio Ja- 
neiro, which states that a formidable conspiracy had been 
detected there, more sanguinary in its objects than the 
one at Lisbon. 


Mr. James Coleman, and Mr. Edward W. Wheelock, were 
ordained on Wedenesay, 10th, at the Rev. Dr. Baldwin’s 
Vieetinghouse, as Missibnari ies 'for the diffusion of the Gos- 
pel in India. 


On Thursday last the Rev. Isaac Hyrd, was installed as 
Pastor over the Church of Christ j in the New Parish in Ex- 
eter. 


A Mr, William W. Jenner, of N. York convicted of abom- 
inable indecencies to his female scholars, has been ordered 
to the Penitentiagy for three years. 


The President was expected at Washington, on the 12th 
instant. 


Another serious Fire has taken place at Brooklyne,L. I. 
Loss estimated at $15000. ‘The hghtof the fire was seen 
at Newburgh, 66 miles up the Hudson. 


An Elephant, —— for Simeon Boyden & Co. is on 
the way from Calcutta to Boston. 

A dispute has arisen it is said between the Bey of Tunis 
and our Consul, “ir. \nderson, in consequence of his hav- 
ing refused to kiss the hand of the Bey, and the imprison- 
ment of an American. ‘The Consul has left the place. 


MARRIAGES. 

In this town, Capt. Thomas Hinckley, to Mrs, Hephze- 
beth Blake—Mr. Frederick Clap, merchant, to Miss Adc- 
line Luce, daughter of Capt. Abiyah Luce—Mr. Ezra 
Stone, of Beverly, to Miss Nancy Lombard, of this town 
—Mr. Benjamin . Willis, merchant of Portland, to Miss 
Elizabeth S. May, daughter of Col. Joseph May, of this 
town—Mr. francis Masse, to Miss Susan Bowen. 


DEATHS. 


In this town, Capt. Nathaniel Thayer, aged 69—Mrs. 
Priscilla Greenwood, aged 79—Miss Elizabeth Gibson, 
eldest daughter of the late Mr. Abraham Gibson, aged 21 





‘—Jo;eph Clark Hartt, son of Capt. Joseph Hartt, aged 


iw ency-three months—Francis Garland, son of Mr. Fr an 
cis Sioane, aged 2 years. 
In Dorchester, Miss Hannah Pierce, 2d, aged 51. 











POETRY. 





(OKIGINAL.) 
RAINBOW AT NIGHT. 

; . . . tlw Ad- 
verted states, oy hy fr ore chanson of meget 
last he ‘saw an object as beautiful as rare—a rainbow made 
by the reflection of the moon. About 9 o’clock, P. M. a low- 
ering and black cloud obscured the western sky ; and at the 
same time the moon, nearly full orbed, illumined the east- 
ern horizon, and produced a distinct rainbow, an Se 
least one quarter of the Heavens.’ * Mora’ has kindly fur- 
nished us with the following poetical description :— 

FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
: THE LUNAR RAINBOW. 

Bore on the bosom of a silv’ry cloud, 

Whose curling mists her splendid beams enshroud ; 
Now half obscur’d, behold bright Cynthia rise, 
And sail mid floating vapours through the skies. 
While lightly on the evening’s dusky brow, 
The glitt’ring stars now shed their brilliant glow ; 
Bright in the thick’ning mist their glories play, 
Till dark’ning shadows chase their beams away. 
Again their quiv’ring rays they lightly shed, 

Now softly sparkling—now again they’re fied. 

The wat’ry moon enwrapt in deeper shade, 
Throws lengthen’d shadows o’er the woody glade ; 
In sighing murmurs breathes the flutt’ring gale, 
And shades still deeper on the evening’s veil ; 

The breeze still sighs, and all is wrapt in gioom, 
Nor moon nor stars the darken’d arch illume; 
With echoing sound the distant thunders roll, 

In solemn peals they vibrate on the soul ; 

The lightning’s flash with dazzling brightness gleams, 
And shoots athwart the heav’n in golden streams. 
Darkness again resumes her ebon pow’r, 

And soft descends the gently patt’ring show’r. 
And while the moisten’d clouds dissolve in tears, 
Emerging slowly Cynthia now appears ; 

Again light gleaming through the misty veil, 

She flings her trembling rays with lusture pale. 

And lo! forth from yon overhanging cloud, 
Whose dense dark folds the western skies enshroud, 
Soft shoots a sparkling light ; the silv’ry gleam 
Parts the thick vapour with its glowing beam ; 
Transforms the sable to cerulean hue, 

And glimmers brightly on the heav’nly blue. 

Now through the heaven the brilliant arch extends, 
‘The beamy crescent in the concave bends ; 

Wide o’er the earth its glowing beauties shine, 
And shed the cheering rays of love divine. 

it is the Bow of Peace, the boon of heav’n, 

Lit by sweet Mercy’s smile, and kindly giv’n 

To seal the promise of Eternal Love, * 

The sacred bond to earth, from heav’n above. 

The shower falls fast, the vapours flit away, 
Again the moon-beams shine with splendid ray, 
&nd the big drops in sperkling lustres play. 
Ashght they glitter in the brilliant gleams, 

The silver arch with brighter glory beams ; 
The radiant beauties of the Lunar Bow, 
Through the blue heav’ns with brighter lustre glow. 

Sweet Bow of Peace, thy mild effulgent light 
Bids the wrapt spirit glow with calm delight ; 

Soft Silv’ry Bow, fair as thy glories shine, 

They soothe and fill my soul with awe divine ; 

Bught Beam of Love, thy all-inspiring pow’r 
Bids sweet devotion rule the tranquil hour. 
Religion breathes along the balmy air, 
Nature seems wrapt in universal pray’r ! MORA. 


—— + ae 
FOR THE BOSTON WEEKCY MAGAZINE. 
TO L. 


Sweet is thy strain, (though poor the theme) 
Which ‘ weaves the woof’ of joy ; 

But like an illusory dream, 
Is rais’d but to destroy. 





BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


For flatt’ry with her pois’ning bowl, 
Approaches to ensnare, 

Inebriates the enraptur’d soul, 
To plunge it in despair. 

And I can scarcely dare to think, 
That you’ve forgot the art ; 

That poetry’s but words in ink— 
Not feelings of the heart. 


But still, to soothe a heart in pain, 
Fancy shall nerve the thought ; 
Though fiction’s self should prove the strain, 
Thy magic fingers wrought. C. 
er 5 
(SELECTED.) 
THE MONKEY, WHO SHAVED HIMSELF AND 
HIS FRIENDS. 
A FABLE. 


A MAN who own’d a barber’s shop 
At York, and shav’d full many a fop, 
A monkey kept for their amusement ; 
He made no other kind of use on’t— 
This monkey took great observation, 
Was wonderful at imitation, 

And all he saw the barber do, 

He mimick’d strait, and did it too. 


It chanc’d in shop, the dog and cat, 

While friseur din’d, demurely sate ; 

Jucko found nought to play the knave in, 

So thought he'd try his hand at shaving. 

Around the shop in haste he rushes, 

And gets the razors, soap and brushes; 

Now puss he fix’d (no muscle miss stirs) 

And lather’d well her beard and whiskers, 

Then gave a gash, as he begun— 

The cat cried waugh / and off she run. 

Next towser’s beard he tried his skill in, 

Tho’ towser seem’d somewhat unwilling, 

As badly here again succeeding, 

The dog runs howling round and bleeding. 

Nor yet was tired our roguish elf, 

He’d seen the bai ber shave himself; 

So by the glass, upon the table, 

He rubs with soap his visage sable, 

Then with left-hand holds smooth his jaw,— 

The razor, in his dexter paw ; 

Around he flourishes and flashes, 

Till all his face is seam’d with gashes. 

His cheeks dispatch’d—his visage thin 

He cock’d, to shave beneath his chin; 

Drew razor swift as he could pull it, 

And cut, from ear to ear, his gullet. 
MORAL. 

Who cannot write, yet handle pens, 

Are apt to hurt themselves and friends. 

Tho’ others use them well, yet fools 

Should never meddle with edge tools. 


———— 
HOPE, FORLORN. 
1 saw her dismantled, her cheeks were bedew’d 
With the tears that fell fast from her eye, 


And her hasty footsteps, a phantom pursu’d— 
’T was misfortune, that caus’d her to sigh. 


In the breezes of death wav’d the locks of her hair, 
As o’er the wild surges she ran ; 

Her anchor was cast on the reck of despair, 
And she sigh’d for the mis’ry of man. 

At length resolution she summon’d to aid, 
Who caus’d the vile wretch to retreat ; 

And then her lost anchor was speedily laid 
Teiumphantly down at her feet. AUGUSTUS. 


AMUSEMENT. 


ANECDOTE OF QUINN. 
Macklin the famous performer of. Shylock hav- 
ing written a play presented it to Quian for his a»- 











probation and requested him to recommend it to 


the manager for Quinn, after read- 
ing the piece, advised Macklin to wait until the 
next season ; — he did, and still oa advised 
to wait. At last ing ‘impatient, he in a pet- 
tish manner mk blag much_longer he 
must wait? ‘ Till the last Judgment,’ said Quinn, 
‘when you and your play will be damned to- 
gether.’ 

CURSORY THOUGHTS ON MATRIMONY BY A SAILOR. 


When a couple of fond, faithful lovers, launch- 
ed by hymen, sail through life prepared for all 


kinds of weather ; when in every shifti of 
the changeable years they guide their vessel 7 the 
rudder of reason; when they carefully avoid the 


rocks of imprudence, and run no risques by a 
hibited coe chase when they perfectly underitabd 
each others trim, and never make false signals nor 
hang out false colours; when they can tell toa 
hair when to traverse or tack—to advance or re- 
treat—to preserve themselves steady though sy- 
rens attempt to seduce by a well coloured head, 
and secure their hearts against the top-gallant de- 
lights of the age which never fail to en the 
fresh water fry ; when they keep their rebellions 
passions under the hatches that they may not 
make a frightful explosion and give a shock to the 
pillar of conjugal ware when they in every 
dispute are never il! mannered, though they are 
sometimes tenacious of their respective opinions ; 
but by skilfully watching the turn of the tide, con- 
duct their bark safely through the straits of con- 
tention ; when they know at all times how to reg- 
ulate their behaviour—to give a broadside, or re- 
turn a salute; when they cautiously avoid the 
shoals of ambition by which the first rate frigates 
are frequently demolished ; when they cut their 
cables ou being drawn into gaming, and scud away 
with all their sail spread from the gulph of ruin, 
in which thousands, and tens of thousands are 
tumbled, tossed, and totally destroyed : we may 
venture to say oi this pair, that they will make a 
very good voyage through life, and stand a fair 
chance to die in the harbour of felicity —Navuticus. 





TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 


It may, perhaps, be necessary for us to observe, that 
the communication in answer to X—Y—4Z, of which 
we acknowledged the receipt in our last, is not, by its 
argument, entitled to publication. Our theatrical corres. 
pondents did not say that the song alluded to, aa sung at 
the Gardens, was in itself indecent ; it was, in their opin- 
ion, ‘simply silly.’ They only, if we understood them, 
brought it forward to shew how a singer may pervert a 
decent song to indecent purposes. That the song, as ac- 
tually sung, was unfit for the ears of a respectable audi- 
tory, they certainly implied in their remarks—of the truth 
of which, the public must be left to judge. We likewise 
conceive, that the song thus censured Ly our correspon- 
dents, was ronda. alone sufficient to characterize the 
resort so unr ly dencunced by them. This single 
instance was, we presume, brought forward to prove the 
taste and manners of the individual, and not as a full and 
ample evidence of the character of the amusements gen- 
erally, though theiggmpressions with regard to the latter, 
would probably nded upon the opinion they had 
formed of the Caterer. And moreover, in this decision, 
we consult the wishes of our patrons, many of whom 
have expressed regret that the controversy has already 
been carried so far. 

Exrata.—in the piece entitled ‘Oppression,’ in last 
Magazine, 4th verse, 2d line, for Ivory, read /ron—7th 
verse, 2d line, for humble, read Aumbly. Towards the 
conclusion of the article in answer to Edwin, read, ‘and 
as he has not always, it is believed, been thus unsuc- 
cessful, in his landable endeavours,’ &c. 
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